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been	 granted	 in	 the	 service	 of 	 teaching	 people	 who	
have	zeal	for	ministry.	The	privilege	of 	teaching	theol-




















pass through that hallowed space. (Even back then, 
it	 was	 clear	 that	 a	 bigger	 worship	 space	 was	 needed	
for	the	needs	of 	the	entire	community!)	I	used	to	tell	






(the celebration of  my golden jubilee of  profession is 
next	 year),	 I	 have	 a	 special	 spot	 in	my	 heart	 for	 the	
Benedictine	spirit,	 and	 it	was	 thanks	 to	 the	 invitation	
of 	Sister	Mary	Anthony	Wagner,	OSB,	 then	dean	of 	
theology	here,	that	I	entered	the	Saint	John’s	scene	to	
teach Liturgiology. (Never mind that I had to find out 
what	that	was.)	
I	 later	had	 the	charge	 to	 join	a	committee	 inves-
tigating	the	feasibility	of 	a	Monastic	Studies	program	
here	 in	 the	 School	 of 	 Theology.	 A	 consultation	was	
held	in	a	very	blizzard-ridden	January,	 in	which	many	
wise	monastic	men	and	women	were	invited	to	discuss	
the	matter	 and	 give	 advice.	The	 consultation	opened	
with a dinner in the Centennial Room in the Quad. The 
invited	 guests	were	 very	 demure	 and	 practically	 kept	
monastic silence as the dinner began. Then a bat flew 
in,	and	began	to	strafe	the	tables.	That	caused	a	certain	
fluster. Abbot Jerome stood up and flapped his scap-
ular	 at	 the	bat,	driving	 it	out	 the	door.	He	sat	down,	
with a satisfied smile for his show of  leadership, only to 
see the bat fly in the other door and zoom even lower 
over	 the	dinner	 tables.	That	 led	 the	assembled	group	
to	move	under	the	tables.	Abbot	Jerome	ousted	the	bat	
once more. This time it did not return. (It was found 















my office looking for it. I finally called him up to con-
fess	 the	 loss,	 expecting	 thunder	 to	 rain	 on	my	 head.	
But he was confident the folder would eventually show 
up,	and	assured	me	I	shouldn’t	worry.	The	next	day,	it	







Arts	brought	 tours	 to	many	area	churches,	 as	well	 as	
guests	 and	 artists	 to	 the	 class.	Father	Abbot	Baldwin	
Dworschak	was	 always	 on	my	 schedule,	 as	 he	would	
share	the	wonderful	story	of 	how	the	Abbey	Church	
was	 built.	 I	 am	 so	 glad	 that	we	were	 able	 to	make	 a	
video	of 	his	presentation	before	he	died.	Frank	Kac-
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marcik,	 used	 to	 tell	 us	 how	unique	 the	 class	was;	 he	
knew	of 	no	other	seminary	offering	such	training.	
Christmas	 Eve	 and	 the	 Easter	 Vigil	 were	 always	
special	moments	to	share	 in	the	Saint	John’s	commu-
nity.	 Some	 of 	 us	who	 lived	 off 	 campus	 occasionally	
braved	dreadful	weather	 to	get	 there.	But	one	Easter	
Vigil	 eve,	 I	 came	 up	 the	 hill	 with	 scholars	 from	 the	
Ecumenical	Institute,	only	to	behold	a	fantastic	display	
of  Northern Lights flashing across the sky. We stood 
under	 the	 bell	 banner,	 watching,	 and	 just	 as	 the	 last	
bells	were	signaling	time	to	enter	the	church,	the	aurora	





good,	 and	 as	 it	 should	 be,	 but	 somehow,	 I	 feel	 even	
prouder	of 	 the	publications	 and	public	presentations	
of 	students	or	alums	at	 learned	societies.	They	do	us	
all	proud.	I	hope	that	my	own	scholarly	work	over	the	




Should	 I	 tell	 of 	 some	 of 	 the	 interruptions	 to	
scholarship that came about by fire? One of  my little 
two-year	old	neighbors,	in	an	apartment	in	St.	Joseph,	




in case of  fire.” Well, I did just that, and put the fire 
out	and	rescued	the	screaming	kid.	A	second	occasion	
came when I called the fire department for an alarm 
going	off 	on	the	apartment	underneath	me.	The	stu-
dents living there, the firemen reported, had left a pan 
of 	something	on	the	stove,	and	then	left.	I	eventually	
moved	to	St.	Cloud,	where	a	few	years	later,	the	apart-
ment	 building	 burned	 down.	 Someone	 had	 dropped	
cigarette	ashes	into	a	bag	containing	Christmas	decora-
tions	on	their	balcony.	My	biggest	worry	as	I	sat	on	the	













firemen were out in a matter of  minutes. The occupant 
had made popcorn in the microwave (source of  the 




astounded	 to	 read	 in	 the	Record	 the	 log	of 	 near-daily	
responses	 to	smoke	alarms	on	campus!	 I	am	grateful	
to be in a place with its own fire department! I can tell 
you that the threat of  fire wreaks havoc on my powers 
of 	concentration.		
One	of 	the	joys	of 	living	and	working	in	the	Saint	
John’s	 environment	 has	 been	 intellectual	 stimulus	 af-
forded	by	the	many	resources	of 	such	a	university	as	








tage	 of 	 the	many	 opportunities	 of 	 enrichment	 right	
here	on	our	 campus	“behind	 the	pine	 curtain.”	Well,	
to	my	 astonishment,	 I	 found	 at	 the	 university	where	





“to see the place for the first time” (T.S. Eliot). Not 
only	 is	 there	great	opportunity	here,	culturally	 speak-
ing,	but	it	is	consistently	on	a	professional	level.		
I	will	not	give	vignettes	of 	all	the	rich	years	here.	
The	 past	 years	 were	 not	 all	 “ups”	 nor	 were	 they	 all	
“downs.”	They	contained	the	normal	mixture	of 	 joys	
and	 sadnesses,	 as	 we	 still	 await	 the	 Parousia.	 I	men-
tion	some	of 	the	myriad	things	that	have	made	me	very	
grateful	for	the	chance	to	serve	God	here,	in	this	place,	
at	this	time.		
